LONDON

September

RARELY DO I rest becalmed: swiftly did the wind of
impulse darken the waters of the Pripet and fill my
sails again, this time to blow me on aeroplane's wings
through Berlin and Amsterdam to London. Nor for
the moment do I dally here, because this is the week in
September when annually until I succeed, die, or, worst
fate of all, am unable to find the fare, do I cross to Ireland
to the great lakes of Mayo and Galway in search of the
giant pike. And they lurked around that Pripet river, too
in the sluggish backwaters: monsters of 50 Ib. are
reported from nets.

The journey to Poland is very restful by ship through
the Kiel Canal to the port of Gdynia, a most up-to-date
harbour, or by the Nord express, though those long
plains between Berlin and Warsaw are very dull.

By air I found the trip excellent, and can praise the
Douglas D.C.3, as used by the K.L.M. between London
and Berlin, as the best and most comfortable machine I
have yet travelled in. They sail along as steadily as a
rock over all the clouds at about 180 m.p.L, flying at
9,000 feet and missing the nasty squalls.

The Luft-Hansa Line from Berlin to Warsaw have fast
machines, but they fly much lower, and seem to sacrifice
comfort in flight for rigid adherence to the time-table.
The new Lot Line from Warsaw is very efficiently
organised, and they have the American Lockheed
machines. American efficiency blundered for once in
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